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- CBaPTEK V.
Perhaps he grew ooaecious of my

Bttytaff gcratiay at last; for ho moved
bm into the ahadow, aad aaid. with
roattaai and Baaasy hssta

'It was very guod of yoa two to be
here Your preaemoa was a
great eoeaiort to me."

"Thea I ant heartily glad we came!"
nsother cried, evidently trying to pre-
vent too apology which aha felt was
oa his Upa. "Dear Archie, have you
aot beam always good to us? Why
should we show ourselves ungrateful
and unkind f

He winced, as though the words,
spoken quite simply and ly

though they were, hurt him a
little, and went on in an eager nerv-
ous way

"You have not been quite quite
graciously received; but Estelle is a
stranger among strangers. You will
make allowance for any peculiarity ot
manner, remembering that the per-
haps feels, as I do, a little on her de-

fence."
There was no resisting this appeal,

though I secretly thought that there
had been much more of defiance than
defence in Mrs. Gerrard's tone. I
brushed back the soft gray hair from
uncle Archie's wrinkled forehead, and
kissed him affectionately as I said

Of course everything Is strange
and uncomfortable at present, uncle
Archie; but we shall settle down and
be the best friends possible presently,
if only because we all love you,"

He smiled very faintly and sadly, I
thought, and patted my band.

"You are a dear girl, Irene," he be-

gan; but I interrupted him gaily.
"Of course; but I am a very curious

one, too; so please givo me news in-

stead of compliments. Is my aunt
very handsome?"

I thought her beauty would be the
safest subject to dilate upon; for she
hod the air of a beauty, even though
her face was veiled; but the subject
was scarcely such a success as I had
expected. Uncle Archie looked more
puzzled than pleased, and there was
no sign of the triumph of a bridegroom
in his tone as he answered, after a
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It to said, has
laaeta tWa u; nan of the

Patti,

lawyers U a caat are lit a pair of
Tnay Hwcut themselves, bat

cat want is Between.

Talk ahoa t the disappearance of Hc-Gia-ty

for cosnpletooeei what's tha mat-t- ar

with the disappearance of Boulangarf

' Turn gtaataat fraud about the faith
ear doctor U that they expact tbair
pattaata to furnish tba faith and euro

SrzAKxm Reed is not a (mt amokar,
but ia tha asclusioa of his homa smokaa
a pipe at intervals. Ha hates tha odor
of a.cigarette and detests chewing.

A BgaLW paper says the Eaiatr is tak-

ing fencing lessons. If the gentleman
desires a course he should
visit Indiana and learn how to put up a

r.

Mb, Cbristopbrb Rici Hansel Tal-
bot, in point of service the oldest mem-

ber of England's Parliament, is dead
He was a Liberal, and served continu
oust; for sixty years.

Tax most martyrdom
that a boy endures is when he appren-
tice himself to learn to chew tobacco,
and the hardest thing for a girl to do is
to say "oo" to her first suitor.

KmTP, the maker of big guns, has
'urried a fund of 125,000 for the ben-l- it

of those of his workmen who wish
hormw money at low rates for the

purpose or building homes for them-nelve- s.

The inost d'shenrtened Cronln pris-

ons is said to lis O Sullivan, He ought
to count it as somel hing of a gain that
he ha been removed from the troubles
end i rials of a backward and discourag-
ing ice season.

The Earl or Euston thinks himself
wronged by the publication of an arti-
cle concerning himself in the North
London Press. The "nobleman" evi-

dently never had an American new
paper gel after him.

The will of Mrs. Hannah Faxton ot
Connecticut, cut tier nephew William
off with a shilling "because he was in
the habit of calling out 'rats' and 'chest-nuts- .'

" Hud the old lady lived to the
McQinty period William wouldn't have
come ia for one red cent.

A Michigan man took the the track of
wild turkey at 8 o'clock in the morn-

ing and followed it for nineteen miles
before the bird took to his winirs to es-
cape from such a disagreeable pursuit.
The man's wife was cutting wood the
day he followed the turkey.

A nkw manuscript of the New Testa-- ,
stent which, it is thought, dates back
to the Fourth century, has been discov-
ered. It is in the possession of the Pa-

triarch of Constantinople, through
whom the Didacbe was given to the
public a few years ago.

It is announced that John Claflin, S.
V. White and T.iomas D. Sherman have
offered to build, as a memorial to Hen-

ry Ward Beecher, a large und handsome
add.tlon to Plymouth church, Brook-
lyn. The offer has not yet been for
mally submitted to the church.

In deciding that the athletes of Har-
vard must not engage in any contests
outside of New England, the college
anthorittt evidently intended to de-

crease ta fcumber of huge drunks that
usually (allow an

to Philadelphia and New
VoravVr1' -

r -

9 ,

v r'fy.&P

aos aaafce te the foaaaatisae.
a wets! of BMr aad ttadaess which tares
tarsBgh all the earth,
ail the heavens, a
all Urn area. O!
loria Christ Hat it was av

or insipidity ef character; it
sued with Biaieatr,
tent. Lest the world shoals aot realise hie
earoestaeaa, this Christ mouata the cress.
Yoa aay: "If Christ has to das, why net
let him take aoma deadly portioa aad lie en
a couch ia aoma bright aad heaatifal
borne! If he must die. let hia expire

mid all kindly attentions." No the
world uaat bear the hammers oa the
heads of the spikes. The world must Ustaa
to the death rattle of the sufferer. The
world must feel his warm blood dropping
on each cheek, while it looks up Into the
face of hia aaguiah. And so tba cross
must be lifted, and tba hole is dug oa the
top of Calvary. It must be dug three feet
deep, aad then the cross is laid oa the
ground, and the sufferer ia stretched npoa
it, and the nails are pounded through
nerve, and muscle, and bone, through the
right hand, through the left hand; and
thea they shake his right band
to aee if it ia fast, and thea they ahake bis
left to aee it it is fast, aad thea they
heave up the wood, half a dozen shoulders
under the weight, and they put the end of
the cross to the mouth of the hole, and
they plunge it in, all the weight ot his body
coming down for the first time on the
spikes; and while aoine bold the cross up-

right, others throw in the dirt and trample
it down, a!d trample it hard. O, plant that
tree oU and thoroughly, tor it is te bear
fruit such as no other tree ever bore.
Why did Christ endure itl He could
have taken those rocks, and with
thoin crushed his cruelAers. He
could have reached up and grasped the
sword of the omnipotent God and with one
cleau cut hare tumbled them Into perdi
tion. But no, be was to die. He must die.
Hia life for my life. Hia life for your Ufa
In one of the European eities a young man
died on the scaffold for the crime ot mur-
der. Some time after, the mother of this
young man was dying, and the priest came
in, and aha made confession to the priest
th.it she was the murderer, and not
ber son; in a moment ot anger she
had struck ber husband a blow that
slew him. The son came suddenly
into the room, and was washing away the
wounds and trying to resuscitate hia father,
when aome one looked through the window
and saw him, and supposed him to b tha
criminal. That young man died for his
own mother. You say; "(t was wonder
ful that he never exuoaed her." But I toll
you of a grander thing, Christ, the Son of
uod, qied not for bis mother, not for his
father, but for hia sworn enomies. O, such
a Christ as that so loving, so sacrificing
can you not trust him!

I think there are many under the spirit of
God who are saying: "I will trust him If
you will tell me how;" and the great ques
tion asicea oy tnousanas in this assem-
blage is: "How! how!" And while I an-
swer yourqu'ftion 1 look up and utter the
prayer vvUicu Rowland Hill so often
uttered (n the midst of bis sermons:
"Master, help!" How are you to trust
in Christ! Just as you trust any one.
Yau trust your partner in business with
inportiut things. If a commercial
bouse give you a note payable three
mouths hence, you expect the payment of
that note at the end of (hp e months. You
have perfect confidence in thjlr word and
ia their ability, You go hom 3 You
enpcot there will be fool on the table. You
have oontldence lu that Now, I ask you to
have the same confidence in the Lord Jesus
Christ. He suys: "You believe; I take
away your sins;" and they are all taken
away. "Vhat you say, "before 1 pray
any more! Before I read my Bible
any more! Before I cry over my
sins any more!" Yes, this mo-
ment Believe with all your heart
and you are saved. Whv, Christ is
only waiting to get from you what you give
to scores of people every day, What is that!
Confidence. If those people whom yoa
trust day by day are more worthy than
Christ, if thay aro more faithful thin
Christ, if thoy have done more than Christ
ever did, then give them the preference;
but if you really think that Christ is as
trustworthy as they are, then deal with
him as fairly. "Oh," says some one in a
light way, "I believe that Christ was
born in Bethlehem, and I believe that
he died on the cross." Uo you believe it
with your head or your heart I I will illus-
trate tho difference. You are In your awn
house. In the morning you open a news-
paper, and you read how Cant, Braveheart
on the sea risked, his life for the salvation
or nis passengers. You say: "What a
grand fellow he must havebeenl His fam-
ily deserves very well of the country."
You fold the mewspuper and sit down t
the table, and perhaps do not think of the
incident again. That is historical faith.
But now you are oa the sea, and
it is night, and you are asleep, and
aro awakened by the shriek of
"Fire!" You rush out on the deck. You
hear, amid the wringing of the h inds and
the fainting, theories: "No hope! we are
lost!" The sail puts out its wings of fire,
the ropes make a burning ladder in the
night heavens, the spirit of the wreck hiss-
es In the waves, and on the. hurricane deck
shakes out its banner of smoke and dark-
ness. "Down with the lifo boats I" cries
tho captain. "Down with tho life boats I"
People rush into them. The boats are
about full, itoom only for one more man.
Yqu nra standing on the deck beside
the captain. vho shall It be! You
or tho captain! The captain says: "You."
You Jump and are saved. He stands there,
and dies. Now, you believe that Cant
Braveheart sacrificed himself for his pas-
sengers, but you believe it with love, with
tears, with hot and long continued ex-
clamations, with grief at his loss and with
joy at your deliverance. That is saving
faith. In other words, what you believe
with all the heart, and believe in regard to
yourself. On this his hinge turns my aor.
uiun ; uye, mo salvation 01 yoqr Immortal
souL

You often go across a bridge you know
notmqg auo,ut. iou do not know who
built tho bridge, you do not know what
material it it made of; but you come to It,
and walk over It, and ask no questions,
And here is an arched bridge blasted from
the "Bock ot Ages," and built by the ar-
chitect of the whole universe, spanning the
dark gulf between tin and righteousness,
and all God asks you is to walk aeroslt;
and you Btart, and you come to it,
and you stop, and you go a little way
on and you stop, and you fall back
and you experiment You say: "How do
I know that bridge will hold mot" in.i
of marching on with firm step, asking no 1
quusuuus, out ureuug tna,t the strength of
the eternal God Is under you, O, was there
ever a prize altered so cheap at pardon and
heaven are offered to you I For how much)
A million dollars) It is certainly worth
more than that Hut cheaper than thatyou can have It Ten thousand dollars!
Less than that Five thousand dollaral
Less than that One dollar! Lest
than that One farthing! Less than
that. " Without monoy and without price,"
No monoy tq pay. No Journey to take.
No penance to suffer. Only Just one de-
cisive action of the soul: "Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be
saved." Shall I try to toll you what it is
to be saved I I oannot tell you. No man,
uo angel van tell you But 1 can bint at It
For my text brings me up to this point!
"Thou shalt bo saved." It means a happy
life here, and a peaceful death and a bliss-
ful eternity. It Is a grand thing to so to
sleep at night, and to get up In too morn-
ing, and to do business ull day feeling that
all Is right between my heart and Ood,
No accident no slukness, no persecution,
no peril, no sword oau do mo any perma-
nent damage. 1 am a lorgtvsn i blld of Ood,
and ho is bound lo see me through, The
mountains may depart the earth
the light of ins tiara may bt blown out by
u? bU?i' ib,Jua'B turrleaaei but

wllaertag avoidance ot all dates.
Oa, it the died tea years since,

when I was jest seventeen. But I did
not care to present the letter at onoe.
I was at war vtta the all world with
all the people who had wronged my
mother end did not care to meet the
one aha had wronged. I was strong
and fairly d, and I deter- -

mined to be accomplished as welL i
went as pupil-teach- er to a Brussels
school, stayed there for three years.
working hard, and gaining golden
opinions ot my employer Madame
Ledru and, more than that, an intro
duction to a very great family, in
which I remained for seven years as
governess to one girL

'We spent those seven years in
Italy. My pupil married there; and
then the great family needed my ser-

vices no more. They did not turn me
adrift in any ungracious fashion; they
rewarded me handsomely, and inti
mated, in the kindest manner, that I
was now free to return to my home.
My home! I had no home, Irene; and,
being alwayt extravagant in my
tastes, I had no savings to fall back
upon until 1 found other occupation.
However, I was too proud to say a
word of this to my employers. I
thanked them for their presents and
good wishes, and went at once, with a
half intention of returning to Brussels
and asking Madame Ledru to take me
in. But fate changed my plans. I
went to Paris instead, fell in a poor
lodging there, spent all my money,
and was reduced, to almost absolute
despair, wheal pUw your uncle's name
oqe oay in a visitor s list.

'Then J suddenly remembered my
mother's letter, , Why should I not in
thlg ttralt appeal to the one man who
might help me? I went home, took
the little packet which I had kept
more from superstitious reverence
than from any thought that 1 should
ever use it from the old pocket-boo- k

in which for ten long years it had lain
undisturbed, and, giving myself no
time to reflect upon or reconsider my
determination, sent it to the hotel at
which, at the newspaper told me,
Archibald Gerrard was staying."

"And he came to you at once!" I in-

terposed excitedly. "Dear, generous
uncle Archie would find such an ap-

peal from your mother's daughter
absolutely irresistible."

!H came within an hour; within a
week he hod asked me to marry him;
and I in the oircumstanoes, what
should I lay but 'Yes'?" asked Mrs.
Gerrard, fixing her eyes deliberately
upon mine. "Now, you know the
whole story of your uncle's marriage,
Irene, and may tell it at every tea-tab- le

in Ludleigh if you choose."
The defiance that had momentarily

vanished from her eyes and voice camp
back In full force bow. wgnder-e-

more thaq ever why she had so frankly
tpld her somewhat curious story to
people whom she seemed so )lttte
anxious to conciliate,

TO 815 CONTINUED,

A Cup of Tea.
It seems a simple thing enough, yet

of the millions who use this refresh-
ing and agreeable beverage a very
small proportion understand how to
prepare it. But if not properly made
tea is deprived" jf, ( a great deal of its
value, and sometimes rendered abso-

lutely Injuriolis. The water to be
used should boil, and it should be
poured on the tea immediately it bolls;
if allowed tq over-bp.- il the peculiar
property of boiling water wbiob aots
upon tea evaporates and eventually
disappears. Tea should not be a de-

coction, but an infusion. If allowed
to stew It becomes a little better than
a decoction of tannlo acid. Tea that
Is overdrawn Is hurtful to the nerves
and to the digestion. As to the pre-ois- e

number of minutes that should be
devoted to the process of drawing,
some people will say five minutes,
some seven, some will go as far as ten,
but our experience is in favor of six;
this suffices to bring out the flavor,
quality and strength. Just as much
tea as s wanted should be made no
more. Make fresh tea as often as it
is required, The replenishing of the
tea pot with fresh hot water is very
objectionable. As the thorough heat-
ing of the receptacle is of the first im-
portance, the tea pot should be made
thoroughly hot before the tea is put
into it. The earthenware teapot is
preferred to all others by many con-
noisseurs, and it is supei'lluous to Bay
that whatever utensW is used for this
purpose should be immaculately clean.

Tea is an extremely delicate article.
Its susceptibility to the oders of com-
modities near It is a source ot danger
and deterioration, as it readily takes
up the smell of coffee, coooa, spices,
cheese, bacon, or other articles of
pronounced odor. The complaints
sometimes made about tea would prob-
ably not arise if always kept in places
free from such contagion. Tea should
be stored In a warm dry place, un-
necessary exposure to the air should
be avoided. Even when securely
packed in the leaded chests in which
It arrives in England, the changu from
the glowing heat of eastern skies to
the damp and humid atmosphere of
this climate deprives tea of much of
Its beautiful fragranee. Tea of much
better quality than is generally dls.
pensed at our railway stations and re-

freshment rooms oan be bought at 2s.
per pound. A pound of tea would
make 128 cups. This is considerably
less than a farthing per oup. You
may well ask why is it that we should
be still oharged 4d. and Cd. "for a lit-

tle hot milk and water slightly
flavored with undesirable tannin."
London Telegraph.

Old Hutch as Old Black Joe.
A man on the board tald to a Chi-

cago Tribune reporter the other day;
"I suppose you have heard of old
Hutch's tondnest for plays and all
klndt of amusements. His favorite
song It 'Old Black Joe. Not long
ago, after business hours, he went
over to the bank to tee Charlie about
something or other. Charlie wasn't
In and Hutch eat down. The janitor
wat in the back part of the room
cleaning up and began to ting Old
Black Joe,' Hutoh listened lo the
mutio a few minutes and then got up.
A broom wat in one corner. Ho
ploked It up, used It at a cane, and
bending hit back at the delineator
doea who tlngt the old plantation mel-
ody, he dragged one foot after the
other until he reaobod the door aad
there he Joined In that ballad whloh
bat touohed thousands of htertt. "

I fouud daoo. Juat aotes oeiore.
I. the veUoi .rticf being swept

aside. Ksielle Gerrard stood lor a
snoaieat prettily framed ia the door-
way, thea came towards ut with her
graceful gliding step, and turned her
great shining eyes from one face to
another, evidently enjoying the con-

fusion she read oa alL

She was dressed tor the evening ia
an aprioot-Unte- d robe of some soft
fabric mixed with silk. She had
jewels in her hair and at her white
throat, and. as I looked at her. I an-

swered at once and with an eager
affirmative the question that bad pus-tie-d

uncle Archie. Whatever else she
might be, she wi s most beautiful tall
and slim and straight, with a warmly-tinte- d

skin, groat hazel eyes, and hair
that was neither red nor yellow, but a
subtle combination of the two. And
yet. perfect as was her beauty, there
was an expression on her face that re-

pelled rather than attracted me a
look of hardness and insolence ia the
dark eyes that made me think nothing
could abash that scornlul glance; and
I was sure that I detected craft and
cruelty in the curved scarlet lips and
thin dilated nostrils. As I looked at
the beautiful woman standing so easily
and gracefully among us, I felt a
despairing consciousness that, let me
try as I might and for uncle Archie's
sake, I would try zealously to ingra-
tiate myself with the new lady of the
Hall Estelle Uerrard and I would
never be real friends.

"Well," she said, drawing ber chair
up beside poor mother, who looked
the picture of conscious mUery and
guilt at her approach, ''sq Archie has
been entertaining you with the story
of our courtship and marriage, Mrs,
Walter, Very stupid of him by-th- e

way, for he does not shine as a racon-
teur, and had much better leavo such
tasks to me. What has be told you?"

Mother looked s'.eadily at the bril-
liant mockiug face, and said, with a
sudden outburst of resentment

"For one thing, your mother's
name."

I thought that, in the circumstances
such an answer should have crushed
her ; but Estelle was not of my opinion.
she leaned back in her chair, arrang
ed a broad gold bangle more to her
satisfaction on her white arm, and
answered, with airy uncgneern

Of course that is the prime fact
which poor Archie relies on to explain
bis apostasy from the perpetual coli-bo- te

creed to wblcb, he tells me, you
and your daughter and all Ludleigh
believed him vowed.
turning suddenly to me "you have
accepted his excuse and forgiven him,
I hope?"

I looked around for uncle Archie;
but he was gone he must have slip
ped away nolslessly almost directly
his wife appeared. She noticed that I
had turned to. look fqr him, and laugh
ed again as musically and as unplpas
unlly as before.

"You roust answer me your unole
has vanished, Irene. Accept that as
a warning, my dear, All that any one
has to say to him now must be said
through me,"

It wasdifflcult to listen to that speech,
even though it was spoken in a half--

jesting tone; but, for uncle Archie's
sake, hoping against hope to keep the
peace with my provoking new rela
tlve, I kept my temper, and answered,
almost civilly and quite sincerely, that
my undo and I understood each other
quite well, and I had nothing to for
give

She eyed me curiously for a mo
ment, then said

"You are a queer girl, Irene Ger- -

rard, not without spirit, I am sure
and yet, though I have done my very
best to provoke you, you will not
show fight. Well, since we cannot
make a quarrel, suppose we agree to
be friends?"

She bent forward, offering her
smooth, velvety tinted cheek, upon
which I was forced to bestow a kUs:
but my lips were cold and stiff, and I
felt that we were in no way drawn to
gether by that conventional caress.

Estelle however seemed quUp sat
ished, and went on pleasantly- -

"Now I can tell you my story more
easily. You see one must tell it in
such different fashion to a keen critic
and sympathetic friend. Please do not
look so shocked. Mrs. Walter! The
facts cannot vary of" oourse; but
whereas their dry bones are enough
in the one case in the other well
ir. the other, one may let a little feel
ing be seen."

"Do you really think it necessary
to toll us more than we know already,
Mrs. Gerrard?" interrupted mother
and I knew the stiff protest was sin
cere. Curious as she was, she shrank
from hearing the story of Archibald
ben-a- s wooing told by those scorn
fully smiling lips; but Estelle would
have her way.

"Quite necessary, if not for 'your
satisfaction, then for that of Ludleigh
at large. Of course the gossips are
on the gut vuc to know all about me,
and will metaphorically tear you and
Irene to pieces if you are not pre-
pared to gratify their curiosity to
morrow. You oannot deny that."

Mother could not; so she simply
shook her head and allowed her sis

w to proceed.
"Tell them that my mother made a

great mistake when she jilted Archi-
bald Gerrard for frank Egerton's
sake a mistake the repented within
a week of her marriage and to the
last day of hor life. My father was
a spendthrift, a gambler, and a bad
cruel husband; he made her miserable
for fifteen years, and then deserted
her and her last living child deserted
heron her death-bed.- "

She was evidently exel'ed by her
own story; her eyes flashed, but her
voice neither softened nor broke as
she spoke of her deserted and dying
mother; her lips still retained their
soornful curve; there was no touch of
pity in the brlliant face; and yet, I
hardly know why, I began to feel a
certain amount of pity for ber. She
looked at me and laughed. .

"iou think me very horrible to
peak to ot my own father, Irene; but

if your experlenoe had been like mine,
you would perhaps have grown as
hard as I, But there Is no need to go
into all that now. When my mother
felt that the was dying, aad knew that
the mutt leave me alone la the world,
the wrote out aad gave to ma a last
despairing appeal to her old lover,
atkinghlmtoimMaad her frUadlen
ehlld." - -

Hat the ealy Jtttt died (hear I
atked, at I had aekad naole Arabia a

staaabythe white east rsght featares el
those wheal we tore, aad they give as

treasure ef the haas and ae ra
taraiac Bias at the lie, we do set treat any-
body gist lag arevad sheet am. Death is
loilhsoweaiia, aa stidaight,
wriagiag ef the heart aaUi the tendrils
saaa) aad earl la the tenure Balsas Christ
be with as. I coalaas . to yea aa
taaatta fear, a eoBSuatiaf horror, ef
death BBiete Christ shall be with ate. I '
would rather ge aowa sate a save of wild
beasts or a Jungle of reptiles tbaa into the
grave, Balsas Christ goes with mat Mill
jroa tell an that I ass to be carried out from
my bright home, aad put away ia the dark-aea-

i caaoot bear darkness. At the
Bret comiag of the evening I must have the
gas lit, aad the further oa la life I get, the
morel like to have say Meade around
about ma. Aad am I to be put off for thou-Ban-

et years ia a dark plica,
with ao one to apeak tol nhea the
holidays coma, aad the gifts are dis-
tributed, shall I add bo toy to the

Merry Christmas" or the Happy New
Year!" An, do aot point down to tha hole
in the ground, the grave, and call it a beau-
tiful place; unless there be aome euporaat-ur- al

illumination, I shudder back froaa It.
My whole nature revolt at it But bow
this glorious lamp is lifted above the grave
and all the darkness Is gone, aad the way ia
clear. I look law It bow without a sin-
gle shudder. Now my anxiety ia not about
death; my anxiety is that I may live
aright, for I know that if my
life ia consistent when I come to the
last hour, and this voice ia silent,
and these eyes aro closed, and these band
with which I beg for your eternal aalv atioa
today are folded over the still heart, that
then 1 eball only begin to live. What pow-
er is there ia anything to chill me la the
last hour if Christ wraps around me the
skirt of his own garment! U hat darkness
can fall upon my eyelids then, amid the
heavenly daybreak I O death, I will not
fear thee then! Back to thy cavern of
of darkness, thou robber of all the earth.
Fly, thou despoiler of families. With this
battle ax I hew thee In twain from helmet
to sandal, the voice of Christ sounding alt
over the earth, and through the heavens:
"O death, I will be thy plague. O grave, 1
will be thy destruction.

To be saved Is to wake up in the presence
of Christ You know when Jesus was up-
on earth how happy be made every house
he went into, and when he brings us up to
his house how great our glee. His voice
has more music in it than ia to be heard la
all the oratorios of eternity. Talk not
about banks dashed with efflorescence.
Jesus is the chief bloom of heaven. We
shall see the very face that beamed
sympathy tn Bethany, and take,
the very hand that dropped its blood frami
the short beam of ths cross. O, I want to,
stand in eternity with him. Toward that
harbor I steer. Toward that goal 1 run. I
shall be satisfied when I awake in bis like
ness. Ob, broken hearted men aud women,
how sweet it will be in that good land to
pour all your hardship, and bereave-menu- ,

and losses Into the loving ear et
Christ, and then have him explain why It
was best for you to be sick, and why it was
boat for you to be widowed, and why it
was best for you to be persecuted, and why
it was best for you to be tried, and hare blot
point to an elevatioa proportionate to year.
disquietude here, aayiug: "You suffered!
with me on earth, come up now and he gkv
rltled wltb me in heaven."

Some one went iuto a house where there
had been a good deal of trouble aad said to
the woman there: "You seem to be lonely."
"Yes," she said, "I am lonely." "How
many in the family!" "Only mvself."
"Have you had auy children!" "1 bad
sevon children." "Where are they!"-"Gone.-

"All gone!" "AIL" "AH
dead!" "All." Then she breathed, a.
long sigh into the loneliness, sndi
said: "O. sir, I have been a gooA mother-t-

the grave." And so there are hearts here,
that are utterly broken dawn by the be-
reavements of life., I point you to
the eternal balm of heaven. Are there any
here that I am missing this morning! O,
you poor waiting maid! your heart's sor-
row poured in no human ear, lonely
and sad ! how glad you will be when
Christ shall disband nil your sorrow
and crown yon queen unto God and the
Lamb forever! O, aged men and women,
ted. hy his love and warmed by his grace
for three score years and tool will aot
your deorepitude change for the leap ot a
heart when you come to look face to face
upon him whom, having not seen, you lovet
O, that will be the Good Shepherd,
not out tn the night and watching
to keep oft the wolves, but with.
the lambs reclining on the sun lit hilL
That will be the Captain of our Salvation
not amid the roar, and crash, and boom ot
battle, but amid his disbanded troops keep-
ing victorious festivity. That will be tba
Bridegroom of the Church coming front
afar, the bride leaning on bis arm while he
looks down into her face and sayai "Be-
hold, thou art fair, my love! Behold, thou
arttftir."

A STORY OP DQM PEDRO.
How He Saw the Philadelphia Ex

hlbltlon.
A Btory Is told of the

which well Illustrates his character..
When, with the Empress, be visltedi
the Centennial Exhibition in Philadel-
phia and attempted to examine the ex-
hibits, be was wedged in immovably
by a gaping-- , excited, but good-nature-dl

mob, He bore this lu patience for twot
days. On the third day he resolved
upon a bold change.

"I shall see nothing," he said to hta
secretary; "I must be incognito. Pro-
cure me somo disguise."

The next day a stout farmer, wltb a
coat not of the newest, bis wife on his
arm in a rather shabby merino gown,
shouldered bit way through the gates
and spent the day in a close study of
the educational systems of different
countries. They thus quietly and

continued their observations,
for a week.

One day they met a group of twenty-Brazilia- n

civil engineers, students,
from a great polyteohn lo school. The,
young men stopped, hesitated in,
amazement, and then, with loud cheer
and wild excitement, saluted the farm-
er and hit wife, bowing to the ground!
and kissing their nands.

"It is the Emperor," oneof them ex-
plained, wltb tours in his eyes, to a
bystander. -- He is more than our
king; he is the father of the people I
Out of his own scanty purse he sup-
ports me and nine other orphan boveat our school Ia every country hehas his orphan boys In colleges and
universities that they may bring knowl-
edge ot all art and toienoet to Brazil.
He hat just made a tour of Europe,
and he comet here to find new Inven-
tion! and ideas that may be useful tohis people."

The boyt gathered olosely aroundpom Pedro, while be asked ench as tohis health and luooeta. he knew enobof hit boya" personally and watloved by them with a deep, grateful
affection.

Count Tolatol has written a new novel
which deplete a family tracedy-t- bs mur-
der of a woman by her husband. It is said
that the eminent writer's trtatmealot theproblems of education, love and oonlugullife has made a profound Impression
JTTLrS 5r;.Tn manuscript, Tli
wMKwr wi iHiin-- i action at teatI be put
wv mjuum ynuueepay in it.

Kruno, tee maker at big feat, has round,
ad a fead at I1,I00 far the sennet tf those
of hit werimte who wish to borrow moeer

Rev. T. Oa W1U Talmage preached ia tba
city of Loodoa last Sunday Ut a very lanra
and biost apprei-ialiv- coapreratioa, taking
for his text Ac-- xvi, 31: 'Believe oa the
Lord jesut Christ, aad thoa ahslt be
saved." He aaid:

Jailt are dark, dull, damp, loathaome
places evea now; but they were worse in
the apoatolio time. I imagine, we
are at and in in the Philippian dungeon.
Do you nut hear the groan of taoJ ine

ones who for ten years have not
seen the aunligut, and the deep aigh of
women who remember their fatuer'a house,
and mourn over their wasted estates! Lia-te- n

again. It ia the cough of a consump-

tive, or the atruggle ot one in a
nightmare of a great horror. You listen
again, and bear a culprit, hia chaina rat-

tling aa he rolls over in hia dreams, and
you aay: HioJ pity the prisoner." But
there ia another sound in that prison. It ia

a song of Joy and gladness. What a place
to aing in! The music cornea winding
through the corridors of the prison, aud in
all the dark wards the whisper ia heard:
"V hat's that! What's that!" It is
the song of Paul and Silas. They can-
not sleep. They have been whipped,
very badly whipied. The long gashes
on their backs are bleeding yet. They lie
flat on the cold ground, their foet fast in
wooden sockets, and ot course they cannot
sleep. But they can sing. Jailor, what are
you doing with theae people) Why have
they been put in here) U, they have been
trying to make the world hotter. Is that
all I ThatiaalL A pit for Joseph. A lion's
cave for Papiel A blazing furnace for
Shadrach. Clubs far John Ucsley.
An anathema for Philip Melancthon.
A dungeon for Paul and Silas. But
while we are standiug in the gloom ot
the Philippian dungeon, and wo near tha
mingling voices of sob, and groan, aud
blasphemy, and hallelujah, suddenly an
earthquake The iron bars of the prison
twist, the pillars crack olT, tho solid mason-
ry begins to heave and rock till all tho
doors awing open and the walls fall with a
terrific crash. The jailer, feeling himself
responsible for these prisoners, and feel-

ing suicide to be honorable since Brutus
killed himself and Cato killed himsolf aud
Cassiua killed himself puts his sword to
his own heart, proposing with one
strong, keen thrust to put an end to
his excitement and agitatioq. But
Paul cries out: "Stop! stonl Da thyself
uo harm. Wa are all here." Then I see
the juiier running through the dust aud
amid the ruiq of that prison, and I see him
throwing himself down at the foot of these
prisoners, crying out: "ivhatBhall I dot
U hat shall I do!" Did Paul answer : "Got
out of this place before there is another
earthquake; put handcuffs and hopples on
tuese other prisoners, lest thoy get away I"
No word of that kind. Compact, thrilling,
tremendous answer; answer memorable all
through earth and heaven: '(Believe on
the Lord, Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be
saved.'''

W el l, we have all rend of the earthquake
in Lisbon, In Lima, in Aleppo and in Carac- -

cas; but we live in a latitude where in all
our memory there has not been one. sovere
volcanic disturbance, A"4 yet we have
Boou fifty earthquakes. Hore is a man who
has been buildiug up a largo fortune. Bis
bid on the money market was felt in all the
cities. Be thinks he has got beyond all
annoying rivalries in trade, and he says to
himself: "Now ( am free and safe from all
possible perturbation." But a national pan-

ic strikes the foundations of the commercial
world, and crash! goes all that magnificent
business establishment. Ho is a man who
has built up a very beautiful homo. His
daughters have Just come home from the
seminary with diplomas of graduation. His
sons have started in lifo, honost, temperate
and pure. When the evening lights
are struck there is a happy and
an unbroken lamily circle- But tliero
has been an accident down at the beach.
The young man ventured too far out
in the surf. The telegraph hurled the
terror up to the city. Anearthquake struck
under the foundations of that beautiful
homa The piano closed ; the curtains drop
ped ; the laughter hushed. Crush! go all
those domestic hopes, and prospects, and
expectations, oo, my friends, wo have
all felt the shaking dowu of some great
trouble, and there was a time when
we were us much excited as this man
of the text, and we cried out as he
d id : " What shall I do! VV hat shall I do!
The same reply that the apostle made to
htm is appropriate to us: "Believe on tho
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be
saved." There are some documents of so
little importance that you do not care to
put any more than your lust name under
them, or even your initials; but there are
some documents of so great Importance that
you write out your fulL name. So the
Saviour In some parts of tho Bible is
called "Lord," and in other parts of tho
Bible be is called "Jesus," and in other
parte of the Bible ha is called "Christ;"
but that there might be no mistake ubout
this passage, all three names come in to
gether "the Lord Jesu Christ." Now.
who is this Being that you want ine to
trust in and believe in! Men samotim.es
come to me with credentials and certifi-
cates of good character; but I cannot trust
them. There is some dishonesty in
their looks that makes me know I shall
be cheated if I confide in them. You can
not put your neart s connuenco in a man
until you know what stuff he is made of,
and am I unreasonable this morning, when
I stop to ask you who this is that vou want
me to trust in! No man would think of
venturing his life on a vessel going
out w sea, ttiat uaa never been
Inspected. No, you must have
me certificate hung amid9hlns.
telling how many tons it carries, and hw
long ago it was built, and who built it, and
all about it And you cannot expect me to
risk the cargo of my immortal interests on
board any craft till you toll me what it is
made of, and where It was made, and what
It is. When, then, I ask you who this is
you wast me to trust in, you toll me he was
a very attractive person. You toll me
that the contemporary writers describe
him, end they give tho color of his eyes,and
the color of his hair, and they describe his
whole appearance as being resplendent.
Christ did not tell the children to ooiuo to
him. "Suffer little children to come unto
me," was notspoken to the children; It was
spoken to the Pharisees. The children had
come without any invitation. No sooner
did Jesus appear than the little
ones pitched from their mothers' arms,
nn avalanche of boauty nnd love, Into
his lap. "Suffer little children to come
unto me," That was addressed to the
Pharisees; not the children. Christ did
not ask John to put bis head down oa his
bosom; John could not help but put his
head there. Such eyes, such cheeks, such
a chin, such hair, suoh physical condition
and appearsaoe-wh- y, It must have been
completely captivating and winsome, I
suppose a look at him was just to love
him. 01 how attractive his manner
Why, when they saw Christ coming
along tha street, thoy ran into their
houses, and they wrapped up thntr Invalids
ss quick as they could, and brought thein
out that ho might look at them. O I there
was somothlng so pleasant, so inviting, so
choerlug In everything he did, in his very
look. W hen these sh'K onos ware brought
out did he sty i "Take away these auresi
do not trouble me with those leprosies!"
No, no; there was a kind look, there wus s
mnUe word, there was a honllng touch.
Tbey could not keep away from him.

la addition to this softnosi of oharaoUr,
there was a nary momentum. How the old
nypooriies wemuiea nsrort him, How Ilia

i
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moment's hesitation
I think she is, my dear her fea-

tures and complexion are excellent;
but, beauty is so much a matter of
opinion, perhaps I had better let you
judge EBtelle for yourself."

I could not help glancing at mother
with a feeling of horror and dismay;
and I read all my own trouble reflected
in her kind and gentle face. Already
uncle Archie's marriage, from a point
of view with which our own interests
had nothing to do, was seeming to us
both 5 grave mistake, and even more
than a mistake a mystery, Jf the
husband of three or four weeks' standV
lng had not even a good word for the
beauty of his bride, what had been the
fascinating spell that caused him to
change the purpose of a lifetime and
run all risks of ridicule by posing as a
reckless lover at his age?

It was a painfully puzzling question,
and one which time alone could
answer. I was glad to hear mother
take up the conversation where I had
dropped it; for sheer bewilderment
was making me blunder stupidly at
every word I spoke,

' 'Estelle!' " she repeated softly.
"What a pretty name! all we know
of her yet, Is Mrs. Ger-rar- d

a foreigner, Archie? There is
something French, I think, in her
grace and her accent, or rather her
intonation, is there not?"

Uncle Archie pushed back the hair
from his forehead, and looked at us
both with a bewildered stare.

"Something French? Yes, of
cours8she is of French decent," he
said, in a baltdazed way. "Irene-Gertr- ude,

surely I told you who she is
and how I""You told us nothing. You need
tell us nothing, Archie; I did not
mean to cross-exami- you."

Mother spoke with a certain amount
of spirit and decision, really and fully
meaning what she said; for she was
shocked at the idea of Beeming to pry
into matters that her brother-in-la-

had a right to keejj secret if he chose.
"I know I know and I remember

now," uncle Archie said impatiently;
but you must hear the story some

time, and as well no w as any other.
Gertrude, -- you have heard Walter
speak Maxwell?"

Mother nodded assent, and I looked
at my uncle's face wonderlngly, half
divining, with the quick Instinct of
sympathy, what was to come.

"Well " He hesitated, toyed ner- -
vously with a paper-cutt- on the ta--
oie ueiore nim, ana i saw a aaric rea
flush, the rare expression of emotion
In an old man, steal over his face and
mount to the roots of his gray hair,
"Estelle is, or was, Violet Estelle Eg-ert-

Violet Maxwell's child."
A flood of light and comprehension

seemed to pour in upon us with the
utterance of those broken disconnected
words. All that had puzzled and be-

wildered us was clear now uncle Ar-

chie had been true to his one Ideal, to
the fatal love that had blighted his
early life, and seemed likely to bring
but little comfort to his later days.
Mother's face flushed with enthusiasm;
once let her feelings be touohed, and
my dear old mother was as enthusi-
astic as a girl. She looked up at un-

cle Archla, saying eagerly
.. "Dear Archie, I understand. You

have renewed e romance of your
youth."

But he Interrupted her with a pas-
sionate eager protest and a look of
keenest pain.

Not that not that!" he told, with
bated breath., "I cannot make it all
plain now. You must think me a vain
deluded old fool!"

"Archie?"
Yes; what else ean you can the

world think me? But that does not
matter, Gertrude." He paused again,
in evidently troubled thought "Some
day you t4ll all read Violet Egerton'i
letter tfte letter she wrote on her
death-be- d, confiding her child to my
oare, begging forgiveness for the
wrong she did me long agothe
wrong the expiated, by a married life

f utter mltery.n
"Has Mrs. Egertoa only Just died

then?" I asked, fatoinated and
stirred strangely by Mi euriout

to the romanoe that had always
a supreme Interest for me. .

"Voi the died yean ago," anewered
mote Arabia wearily and then we all
earned, for the words were arrested
ea Me Up by --a tear, livery, auMk- -

' -- r' The man who first made Saratoga a
. summer resort hit it. The four Michi- -

can men who picked out a summer re
TMort

the
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for the public, bought 120 acres of
-- and. built a $20,000 hotel and spent

,000 more on improvements, have sold
whole outfit ror less than $5,000 for

a county bouse. They missed it.

If John Sullivan had been elected to
Cuagiew tast year there would be no

neb. light as now over the house rules.
The gentleman from Bostoa would
merely remark: "The marquis of
Quoanaberry rules are good enough for

; me aad tbejr go here, and don't you for-

get it"a statement that no on would
oare to gainsay.

-- Aatipyrioista is the name of a new
malady, caused by abuse of the latest
faabkwaMe drug, aotipynne. in a
lecture deil vend just before Christmas
at the BorbooBe, the university of Paris,
Dr. P. Begaord, who is one of the most
amiaoat medical authorities in Paris,
ottared aact emphatic warningagaiast

fim tbuae of the drug.

'; Aifcrrxrhad jailed a tramp inln- -

V having oo
o n .i ins snan rr tn nmnaw.

-- ndred dollar Mil to buy
id turkey, and asked him

ot tS.MQh had
fi 'Ue boot toga. They

a jail door open back te
walked out, .

oro way than one to
k for ingenuity combined
i reoklissassa, Charles
Virg's method of clear-- T

aloehollo fumes de
-- itMoa. Be deliberate--jdi- of
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kings et tne earth turned pale, Hore I t death, aad Mantaplain man with a few tailors at bis back, some, are mint. Yea,Tartatr than that-teu-lagoS the Set of Ualliet, going up U It bmbm a rWuUeste,


